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The 

Devil’s SU<f: %'S 




(It seems no onv 


is a student pub¬ 
lication reflecting 


Favorite P^om 


will admit it) 


the opinions and 
views of the stu¬ 
dents who care 
to contribute. 
Our goal is to 
provide both hu¬ 
mor and com¬ 
mentary on the 
law school and 
the people who 
make it unique. 
We strive for fair¬ 
ness and hon¬ 
esty in the sto¬ 
ries we present. 
Although we may 
ruffle some 
feathers, maleve- 
lence is con¬ 
demned and al¬ 
ternative submis¬ 
sions are wel¬ 
comed and en¬ 
couraged. 

Our office is the 
first office in the 
“Hall of Student 
Offices” on the 
first floor of AB 
Hall. You can 


b'( Preston 

To adequately describe all of 
my fond memories of Mudd Hall 
would take volumes. As I attempt to 
adapt to Bud Hall, I can’t help but 
think back to the good old days. 
Some of you may not understand 
when I tell you what I miss the most 
about Mudd Hall. Whenever 1 enter 
a classroom in the supposedly new 
and improved Bud Hall, I remember 
what I miss most about Mudd Hall - 
Room 303. These high-tech learning 
rooms which we now inhabit provide 
no refuge for the student who desires 
to remain anonymous and who some¬ 
times drifts off into a much needed 
daydream. 

The back row of Room 303 
was my special place. Looking down 
towards the front of the room, I was 
miles away from that evil professor. 
This was true freedom. In that back 
row we had fascinating conversations 
about life, sports, and of course, our 
big weekend plans. We did cross¬ 
word puzzles, read the newspaper, 
wrote our friends letters, and, though 
rare, did some actual school work for 
our next class. And on particularly 
slow days, we were even known to 


Humphre>( 

have a cocktail right there in Room 
303. 

Whenever you were asked a 
question by a professor in Room 303, 
responding, “Could you repeat the 
question?” was a legitimate response. 
No one could hear anything in Room 
303. Try this now. EVeryone will 
think that you’re just stalling. Room 
303 was not only convenient, but it 
was also entertaining. From the very 
first day I saw it happen until the last, 
it was ever so amusing to witness one 
of the doors slam shut when the other 
was opened. The daily anticipation of 
this event was sheer delight. How¬ 
ever, the administration decided to 
take this away from us. But their 
solution only gave us new fascina¬ 
tions. The panel in the ceiling was 
opened to prevent the doors from 
slamming. Many days we plotted and 
diagrammed ways to get up there in 
the ceiling. How amusing it would be 
to have a professor call on you while 
you were in the ceiling! 

Bud Hall offers none of these 
amenities. Unfortunately, IL’s never 
experienced Room 303. Take my 
word for it. It was a great place. 
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The Devil’s Advo- 

cate is published 
457 times per year. 
You just don’t get 
to see them all. All 
copyrights for work 
included in this is¬ 
sue revert back to 
the original au¬ 
thors, except The 
DA reserves the 
right to reprint the 
items. All uncred¬ 
ited, editorial, or 
layout elements 
not owned by Mi¬ 
crosoft are copy¬ 
right 1997 of The 
Devil’s Advocate; 
all rights reserved. 
All images used in 
this publication are 
either public do¬ 
main or fall under 
The Fair Use Doc¬ 
trine. No law stu¬ 
dents were harmed 
in making this pub¬ 
lication. Subscrip¬ 
tions to the Devil’s 
Advocate are not 
available unless 
you can pay some¬ 
one to mail it to 
you. 


contact the DA 


through its mail- 


Do me a Favor, Keep Your Precious 32 Cents 



Ode to Bad Cats 


8 

7 
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DEVIL’S AD- 
f- VOCATE 
SUBMISSION 


Next 

Issue: 


• POLICY: 


In the interests of 
world domination, 
everyone must 
submit to the 
Devil's Advocate 
staff and do what¬ 
ever we say Oh, 
that other submis¬ 
sion policy; 

The Devil’s Ad¬ 
vocate welcomes 
submissions 
from anyone in 
the law school 
community - fac¬ 
ulty, staff, stu¬ 
dents, or work- 
study students - 
be they male or 
female. Submis¬ 
sions may be 
published 
anonymously. 
To submit, sim¬ 
ply leave your 
piece in The 
Devil's Advocate 
mailbox in Poom 
301. All submis¬ 
sions may be 
edited for length 
or extremely bad 
taste. If you 
want to be con¬ 
tacted about 
changes made to 
your article, how¬ 
ever, you must 
place your name 
on it. Resistance 
is futile. En¬ 
gage! 


The Bored Old Trustees 

of 

Washington University School of Law 
wiJl he conferring degrees 
on anyone still standing 
at the messy conclusion 
of the Ninth Atinual 

Day Party 

to he hosted by 

Steve RoMf ings 

Saturday Evening 
May Third 

Nineteen hundred ninety-seven 
eight o ’clock 

Thirty-eight North Central A venue 
Apartment D 
Clayton, Missouri 
(all invited) 

** This year's theme: exam blue hooks—briny, 'em. burn 'em! ** 



The next issue 
won’t come out 
til next year. 
Your editor will 
be someone 
new, of course, 
and don’t forget 
to give him a lot 
of grief and gen¬ 
erally make his 
life intolerable. 
Especially ask 
him when the 
next issue is 
coming out. Ask 
him that all the 
time, maybe 
twice a day. 
Also, wait til he's 
standing at the 
copy machine, 
making papers, 
and then see if 
you can still get 
your submission 
published that 
day. So, til next 
year, have a 
good summer, I 
know I won’t. 


Philip 
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This issue’s Devil of the Month is a tie. 

Meridith Weiss single-handedly lit a fire under t't 
Editor and caused the DA to be pulled together in order tf' 
have it out by third year skits instead of Monday of exam 
week. Also, without Meridith there would be no superla¬ 
tives this year. 

Steve Rawlings also gets recognition for paying 
$30 at the Women’s Law Caucus auction for the privilege 
of eating with us and publishing something in the DA, but 
never going with us. We’ll still be here for you next week, 
Steve! (see page 3 for Steve’s submission!) 




?poFe?)?)OF. OF THe YeAp. Av^APD - vteioeN&ectc poe?) it a6,ain! 

Pon Levin ' V^e 5fill Love You Most of All/ 
b'l Oliver Fairpb'f 


Congratulations to Professor 
Weidenbeck, winner of the 1997 Devil's 
Advocate teacher of the year award. This 
win is a repeat for the prof., having won 
in 1996 as well. Weidenbeck is well 
known for his kinetic classroom delivery 
style and the energy he brings to what 
many outsiders see as dull subjects. 1 
have heard many a student say "Man who 
the hell would take Federal Income Tax?" 
or "Yeah, man ERISA is really boring." . 
Our hats off to Professor Weidenbeck for 
making these otherwise 'dull' classes 
among the most exciting, enriching and 
intellectually stimulating classes offered. 

His classes are truly memorable. 
Who can forget such lines as "Because he 
is the Commissioner of the Internal Rev¬ 
enue Service - not the Commissar of State 
Planning!!" Or, perhaps this gem "It's 
counter intuitive to feel enriched when 
your ex-spouse has Just taken you to the 
cleaners for everything you got!" Who 
can ever let go the memory of the class 
where the professor discusses Burnet v. 
Sanford & Brooks Co. (you remember the 
case - the one where the company got 


"screwed by the Government" because 
instead of "sucking up mud" they had to 
"blast bedrock with sticks of dynamite!") 

Keep up the good work in the 
future. You are truly a credit to this law 
school. Please do not ever leave!!! 

Ron Levin, we still love you 
here at the DA. You will always be 
consider our friend, our teacher, our 
mentor, our punster and our comedian. 
Many of us still have the playing card 
you gave us as a gift from your trip to 
Greece. I have the Ace of Spades. It has 
the Parthenon on the back. On it's face it 
has a lovely view of the tiny fishing 
village of Paros. As I sit and admire the 
plaing card, I wonder if you still bestow 
such lavish gifts on your students. 

Although you were the second 
place finisher once again, you are always 
first on our list. Adios! Cuba Libre! and 
all that good stuff. 

Prof of the year breakdown: 

1. Wiedenbeck 14 votes 


2. Levin 9 votes 

3. Greenfield 9 votes 

4. McManis 8 votes 

5. LaPierre 7 votes 


6. Mann, Becker, Droback6 votes 

7. Norwood, Goldwasser 5 votes 

ELECTION TRIVIA! 

80% of Norwood's votes came via 
e-mail. 

Levin's fans specifically mentioned 
puns, and gave explanations four 
times as often as other profs. Addi¬ 
tionally, the commissioners are inves¬ 
tigating the possibility of bribeiy and 
the potential of voter fraud. One vote 
appears to be in the handwriting of 
Professor Levin himself 
What do Dean Smith and Amaal 
Scroggins have in common? They 
each got a vote, although neither of 
them teach classes. 

16% voter turn out! 
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Other Mudd Memories 


TVie Smells of Mudd 

b'f Mle Spohn 

As long as 1 live, I shall remem¬ 
ber the rain. I shall remember the rain at 
orientation and the rain in Criminal Law 
and Professor Legomsk>'’s saying, “This 
is probably the only lime any one of you 
has been rained out at an indoor event.” I 
shall remember the crooked paintings and 
the dust on the rafters. But most of all, I 
shall remember the smells of Mudd. 

Ah, the smell of wet dog in the 
hall by the class pictures. Or the aroma of 
a gas line ready to burst on the 
library’s second floor. And who 
could forget Room 325? In my 
bookbag I carried a bottle of 
cloves to preserve consciousness 
when 325 smelled like the corpse in The 
Silence of the Lambs. Perhaps it wasn’t 
the brown liquid so much as the, shall we 
say, pheromones of the Mudd men, who 
still haven’t grasped the adage that 
cologne is no substitute for soap. 

Today, Mudd’s effluents are his¬ 
tory, and the only really terrible smell I’ve 
encountered in A-B Hall is the noteworthy 
stench of gasoline m 403, while the class 
was discussing liability arising from a 
fire Well, that and the “pheromones” of 
some of Mudd’s men Although I can 
now breathe through my nose again, I 
must admit that 1 will always wiss the 
virile smell of wool-cnvclopcd sweat and 
struggle in Mudd’s two-by-lwo “waiting 
area” down by the interview rooms. 

Mudd Hall Memories 

S'! Cue Krauss 

[Note: editor's fKvtavd for earli¬ 
est Submission!] 

Most of my favorite memories of 
Mudd involve copious amounts of alcohol. 
At first, 1 thought that drinking Cisco 
witli Greenberg, Daxe, J-Mac, and Dave 
Engman (R I P.) before the Contracts 
midterm would be a good candidate for 
retelling. Unfortunately, telling that story 
could . . . well, let’s say I just want to 


graduate without any board hearings, you 
know. 

The best Mudd Hall memory; 
last spring I had finished my last final 
(Legal Profession, I believe), & went to 
my car to retrieve my warm tall boy. I 
brought it in to the pit, popped it open, 
and saw Preston lounging. He told me 
that he had some Jaeger in his car but 
nothing to drink it in All of a sudden, 
we were in the bookstore buying shot 
glasses. Just as quickly, we were back in 
the pit guzzling Jaeger. A small crowd 
gathered, and soon enough Happy Hour 
had begun. Professor McMa- 
nis Joined in the revelry, un¬ 
fortunately he did not have 
good things to say about the 
taste of our warm beverage. 
He kept up with us, though. Soon Dean 
Smith got in on the action. Just as Happy 
Hour ended, I got a nasty little cigar burn 
on my palm - - I didn’t feel it until the 
next day. 

God Bless Mudd Hall!! 


I watch from my special place, 
warmth, comfort, primordial orb 
The rain trickles down your sides, 

like soaked cardboard, your concrete hull 
Within your innards, your bowels, the lights, 
a few arc still on, I shudder. 

You can’t luirt me now. 

You can’t hurt me now. 

No more pain. 

No More ?ain 

b'l ^udd'f Hinton 

Librar'f 

b'l 3'ohn l^e^Uogg 

You have decided to do some 
hardcore studying in the Freund library. 
Where to go so you’re not bothered? 
Why the Gold Coast of course. Or for 
those of you not in the know, the desks 
along the wall between Professor Well- 


CORRECTION: 

Eric Krauss reports the fol¬ 
lowing correction; “There was 
a mistake in the D.A. The 
1979 Village People BOMB 
(starring Steve Guttenberg) is 
not "You Can’t Stop the Mu¬ 
sic,” it’s “Can’t Stop the Mu¬ 
sic," featuring the all-time 
greatest musical number, “Do 
the Milkshake.” 


ford’s and Professor Foster’s respective 
offices, (you know - by the smelliest 
bathroom in the Western Hemisphere). 
Quiet, peaceful, and the freedom to write 
on the desks and eat crunchy pretzels to 
your heart’s content. But ... not so fast. 
You have made the unfortunate mistake of 
trying to study between 3-5 in the after¬ 
noon. Before you know it, an ominous 
roaring sound surrounds you and shakes 
the books off the shelves. What could it 
be? A thunderstorm? Construction on 
the new law school? Low flying F-16s? 
Convinced that this deafening rumbling 
is Mudd Hall collapsing, you grab your 
books and run from the building 
screaming. You get outside and to your 
surprise it’s a clear and sunny day, and 
Mudd is still the most structurally 
sound building on campus. In fact it’s 
so safe that local skateboarding youths 
from the nearby reform school have 
decided to practice some rad end-os on the 
Mudd “terrace.” They jump, they glide, 
and sometimes they even flip. But best of 
all, they often wipe out. Amusing . . . but 
unfortunately for you, also very noisy. 
You’ve heard of swimming pools being 
attractive nuisances to water-logged 
youngsters, but a concrete “deck” as an 
attractive nuisance for a bunch of skating 
delinquents? Think about it . . . because 
of the way Mudd was designed, these 

(Continued on page 9) 


*6oon Pean^ 
ffmini got 
thi^a 


The Devil's Advocate - You'ire on Page 5! Enjoy! 










Do 


I Have To Sign This? 

Philip Senturia 


I’m writing this column in 
really big print. I thought I’d have 
all weekend to work on the DA, but 
Meridith Weiss made me promise to 
get it out before Third Year Skits. 

Of course, I had already left 
myself a big space, so I want to fill 
it. Here’s a piece of clip art I hope 
you’ll truly enjoy; 









I know I will. 

Frankly, folks, I’ve come to 
appreciate the new building. In 
fact, I don’t think it’s fair that I 
suffered through Mudd for two and 
a half years and now won’t enjoy 
the new building. That’s why I’m 
coming back for an L.L.M. (if 
they’ll have me). In fact. I’m going 
to do it part time and stay here for 
another two years! 

Which brings me to the sub¬ 
ject of money management. Many 
people around here have heard my 
clever solution to student loans, but 
I feel I would be playing favorites if 
I didn’t tell everyone my secret. 

Stay in school. 

See, there’s no maximum 
time limit on in-school deferments. 
Maybe some day I’ll be making 
enough to actually pay tuition, but 
even then, the monthly tuition at 


that point will be far less than the 
student loan debts I will have to 
pay each month after 9 years 
(hopefully 11!) of maximum loan 
taking I’ve done so far. 

Some of you may ask, “but 
isn’t the interest accruing?” On 
many loans, yes. But I am going to 
start lawyering next year as well, 
and hopefully I’ll be pretty good at 
it. And if I make some money. I’ll 
pay off my student loans 
as I feel like it - not some 
monthly schedule, and I’ll 
probably do it faster than 
ten years too. 

Which brings up an 
interesting point. I’ve 
worked all year in the 
Consumer Unit of Legal 
Services (any financial aid students 
- get work study! It’s fun and 
educational and you make money 
and gain great experience) doing 
Bankruptcies. 

My co-workers and I no¬ 
ticed a glaring ommission when the 
bank lady came to speak about 
loans. 

Hypo: Let’s say, for in¬ 
stance, Cary Talbot never gets a 
job. (Sorry about that undeserved 
shit, Cary (this is a joking reference 
to the superlatives for anyone who 
thinks I’m being mean, after all, I 
want Cary to join my Ed Herman 
cult)) OK, so Cary’s in New York, 
looking for work. One year passes. 
Student loans become due - what 
are his options? Well, he can get a 
hardship deferment. The bank 
loves to give them (not as much as 
getting money, but I’ll explain why 


they do like to give them), suhera ^ 
wouldn’t be any problem. Buwha^ 
if it takes another two yean for\ \ii 
Caiy to find a job? What if he\ so ' 
far in debt on credit cards and cl 
sumer loans at that point that h\ll 
need another three years just to gi 
back to the break-even point? \ 

Well, another option is tc'^ 

default. 

I know that when Joanne 
reads this she’ll kill me. This would 
be suffering for m.y art. 

Seriously, read the whole 
thing, first, before making this your 
plan. 

Anyway, what happens if 
Cary defaults and then finds a job in 
two years and takes three more to 
break-even? Well, if he stalls an¬ 
other year and manages his money- 
poorly, he can go Bankrupt! Now, 
most people are under the mistaken 
impression that student loans are 
not dischargable in bankruptcy, but 
if they have been due and uncol¬ 
lected for more than seven years, 
they’re fair game. 

Clearly this is BAD if you 
have a job, a tax refund, etc. But if 
you really get screwed up, keep it in 
mind. Also, please try' to pay what 
you can. If everyone defaults, no 
one else will get aid, and then thes' 
can’t compete with us in the job 
market... hmmmm. 

Anyway, if you are on de¬ 
ferment, the time does not count 
toward the seven years. That’s why 
student loan companies will be very 
lenient in granting deferments when 
you need them - they “stop the 
clock.” 
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Ode to ^ad 6ats - a requiem 

b>( ZTohn Simmons 


,'^^^^/?e^'Sea-Foood!" 

proud pinball machine would 
shout as the bonus wheel spinned to 
. life. 




For those of you who remember. 
Bad Cats was the most amazing pinball 
machine ever manufactured. Although I 
call it a machine, Bad Cats was more 
than a meic gadget. It was a state of 
mind, time, and of space. To me and 
many others, its memory represents the 
wonderful days of first year law. The days 
when we were awestruck with the fact that 
we were in law school. We were each on 
the track to earning the coveted diploma 
and a trip to somewhere better. We were 
contributing to society. We were endeav¬ 
oring in a task whose grandeur was mea¬ 
sured by the giants that had studied for the 
centuries before us ; Coke, Brandies, 
Hand We loved our school w'ithout hesi¬ 
tation Eveiylhing was simple, easy, and 
hopeftil Just like dropping another quar¬ 
ter and trj’ing to cash in on the jackpot. 

Prophetically, our beloved Bad 
Cats was taken away second year. Second 


year brought no more extra-balls. No 
more Sea Food wheel spinning in a blur 
before our eyes. Along with the ma¬ 
chine, wc lost something else. Some¬ 
thing precious. It is trite to say we lost 
our innocence and naivete. But I know 
of no word for what w'e lost. Suffice to 
say if you played the game, you know of 
what I speak. Looking back, 
we all sensed the game w'ouid 
not last forever. Wisely, if we 
ever did think of losing the 
game, we never spoke of it. 

When I try to find 
that which was lost, my 
thoughts inevitably drift to the 
memory of just one thing. 

Bad Cats. 

I will never forget the hours 
toiling at the library, just waiting for a 
break so I could toss another hope into 
the coin slot. I used to dream of the 
machine. I lived the game. I was a Bad 
Cat, just like the others who experienced 
it. The machine will forever be etched in 
my mind. I was there. We were there. 
Although sorrow for that which was lost 




memoffire 










:tTirsT.^v3r 1 

3VI# 




may follow the warm memory of the 
game, I urge my companions not to 
forget. 

Remember when you sent the ball up the 
chute and into the bowels of the never- 
ending maze of bumpers, chutes and 
lights.... 

without fail, no matter how good 
or how bad your day was going, 
no matter if you were in a bitchy 
mood or really depressed, no 
matter if you just graded out of 
the top ten percent or got a low 
pass on you first memo; 
the machine didn't care, 
it never took sides, 
no matter what happened.... 
the machine would always ex¬ 
claim; 

"You one Bad Cat!" 

All of you. 

Thanks. 


Poem - Anon'jmous 


There once was a boy whose name was Gould 
Who thought he had everybody fooled. 

But by now we've all figured him out, 

He’s a jackass, of that there's no doubt. 

i Read on, let us take you down this road. 

And decide for yourself if there was a breach of the Code. 

While sitting atop his Journal throne, 

Malcolm thought the world he did own. 

During a meeting of the Journal Board, 

He took out his managerial sword. 

1 

i Without any proof or apparent reason, 

I Malcolm did something which wasn’t too pleasin’. 

I There’s a plaigarist among us he did claim, 


On one of his staff writers he laid blame. 

He claimed the RD was used for a prior course. 
Although he never checked the original source. 

About the 1st paper - Malcolm had never read it. 
Although he suggested the staff writer lose credit. 

Had he taken the time to read the papers in question. 
He never would have made the plaigarism suggestion. 

We think Malcolm’s actions constitute slander. 

He obviously learned nothing about attorney candor. 

We’re calling for an end to the Gould rule. 

Clearly this Malcolm kid is a complete tool. 

Disgrace has now ruined Malcolm’s reign. 

His actions have proved he’s truly a stain. 
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Do Me a Favor - K^ep Your Freoious ^2- ^1-ents 

b'f Oliver Fairpla'^ 


A three hundred dollar bill for 
a parking permit. Paying extra for 
photocopied class supplements. Outra¬ 
geous parking fines. Paperback statu¬ 
tory supplements ninning more than 
$50 dollars a whack. Fifty cent pinball 
machines. Most recently, and most 
insulting, $60 for a graduation cap and 
gown and the option to buy graduation 
invitations. 

I know of no place where I can 
spend $21,000 dollars a year and receive 
this kind of service. I find it both disap¬ 
pointing and extraordinarily shortsighted 
of this school to peck away at our few 
remaining dollars. Would people go to a 
first class restaurant if all they did was 
bring you excellent food to the table? No, 
for the price of a five star restaurant, the 
patrons demand superior service. This 
school's administration waits for the cov¬ 
eted US News rankings to come out every 
year so they can sell this place as a 
gourmet restaurant to incoming students. 
Why do I feel like I am eating at 
S honey's? 

I'm not talking about the big 
things here either (i.e. the crumbling, dis¬ 
ease ridden school building I was forced 
to toil in for two years). I'm talking about 
the little things that make a big difference. 
Like the waiter that asks you if you want 
coffee at the same instant that you were 
craving a cup, so to should the school 
focus on the little things. My fiancee is 
graduating from Saint 
Louis University School 
of Medicine. Her park¬ 
ing permits have been 
free for the last two 
years. High quality, em¬ 
bossed graduation invi¬ 
tations are given out at 
no cost. The book-store 
holds a raffle whereby a 
graduating student 
merely shows her stu¬ 
dent I.D. to the cashier 


and they are awarded a random prize. 
Most of the prizes are valued well over 
fifty dollars. 

Recently she received a note in 
her mailbox detailing the events for a 
Med. School specific 
senior w'eek (unlike 
Wash U's which 
seems targeted only at 
iindergrads). It reads 
like Julie McCoy's ac¬ 
tivity list on the Love 
Boat. For 
her job 
well done 

in medical school she can 
participate in the following 
events during the week be¬ 
fore graduation (all items 
cost the student NOTHING 
unless otherwise noted!): 



^account'(or 

".. . -- ...v - 



-Float Trip / Baseball 
Game - For $10 you get a 
float trip, a campsite, din¬ 
ner, beer, and soda on Saturday and 
Saturday Night. The merriment con¬ 
tinues on Sunday with breakfast, a 
bleacher seat to the Cardinal game and 
a tailgate party prior to the game in¬ 
cluding a cookout and beer. 

-Golf Scramble - On Monday, a picnic 
for golfers and non-golfers with food 
and beer included. Golfers pay only 
$25 greens fee, others pay nothing. 
Free casino admission later that night, 
with a party afterwards on the Land¬ 
ing 

-Four hours of paint 
ball for $12 on Tues¬ 
day. 

-Tuesday night 
Bowling and Pool all 
night long. 

-Wednesday - Picnic, 
softball and Volley¬ 
ball followed by a Pub 
Crawl of St. Louis 




bars. Buses are provided to ch.^ffeur 
students from bar to bar! ^ 

-I'hursday - Alumni Reception -\ree 
cocktails. 

Hard working students a SLU Med. \it 
the list of events together, but the schc \ 
foots most of the bill. These little tiling 
are SLU's way of saying 
"Congratulations! You've done a great 
job here and we are proud that you will be 
representing our school in the 
professional world. Tiy not 
to forget us when you are 
gone. Good luck!" This is 
basic business. Treat the cus¬ 
tomer nice, especially when 
they will remember it, and 
they will do business with you 
in the future. This elusive 
concept has evaded the bright 
girls and boys running Wash 
U. Law. Hell, the people 
running this school could 
have billed us for an extra 
couple of hundred buck and then just 
spent it directly on us and at least make us 
THINK they are giving us a little some¬ 
thing in return. 

The Washington University 
School of Law has shamelessly nickel and 
dimed my student loan funded bank ac¬ 
count for the past three years. This 1 will 
not forget, ever. Unlike SLU, my school 
has said to me; "We got your .sexent) 
thousand dollars, now beat it you iiigrale 
- and don't forget to close the door on the 
way out!" I wait in anticipation for that 
first letter asking me to send in an alumni 
donation. My donation request will end 
up where it belongs: at the bottom of the 
birdcage. 

Wash U Law, do me a favor 
Hold on to the precious 32 cent postage 
that it is going to 
cost you to send that 
letter to me. Appar¬ 
ently you need it 
more than I. 



The DeviTs Advocate - You’re on Page 8! Enjoy! 
























This Item \Aias c)ubmitte<i /\non'{mous\'| 

It is rtproduced ey.a6tl'j as re6eivt<l 


DEAR EDITORS OF THE DEVIL’S ADVOCATE: 

A MISSTATEMENT AND POSSIBLE ERROR IN PERCEPTION OCCURRED RE THE 
ARTICLE ON PROFESSOR MANN. WHILE PROFESSOR MANN IS INDEED BRILLIANT, 
HIS EARLY GRANT OF TENURE WAS NOT “UNPRECEDENTED"; 

It FOR LONGER THAN ANYONE CAN REMEMBER, VARIOUS FACULTY MEMBERS, 
BOTH PAST AND PRESENT, HAVE RECEIVED TENURE EARLIER THAN THEIR 
CONTRACTS REQUIRED, I.E., EARLY TENURE. PRESENT EXAMPLES INCLUDE 
BRUCE LA PIERRE, DANIEL KEATING, FRANCIS FOSTER AND KIMBERLY NORWOOD. 

2i YOU SHOULD ALSO KNOW THAT THE DECISION TO COME UP FOR EARLY 
TENURE RESTS IN THE HANDS OF THE CANDIDATE DESIRING EARLY TENURE. NOT 
III StENURED PROFESSORS CLEARLY ELIGIBLE FOR EARLY TENURE REQUEST 
IT. PRESENT FACULTY WHO COULD REQUEST EARLY TENURE IF THEY SO DESIRE 
INCLUDE LEILA WEXLER, STUART BANNER AND CURTIS MILHAUPT. 


(ConUnued from page 5) 

punks arc actually skateboarding on the 
roof of the library! As you stand there, 
amazed that the 37th best law school in the 
country (correction forthcoming in the 
next DA) would allow such a thing, you 


Mudd Memories 

(continued) 

wonder if high school marching band try¬ 
outs during finals isn’t far behind. You’re 
faced with only two possible solutions. 
Hope that you can make one quarter last 
two hours on Police Force©, or hope that 
mom made Stove Top stuffing® instead of 


Mashed potatoes and these kids will go 
home for dinner early. 

[Author’s note - although the author has 
taken Unfair Trade Practices, he has abso¬ 
lutely no idea when to use the ©, ®, or 
even the characters. 
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|^£G)uesrr pM.BLxrc;4Tjr»Aj. 'rUA-i^vL Yo^. 


Welcome back, I hope your^pring break was nice. During the break I decided to do 
the usual spring cleaning and along the way I clean out a few of my thoughts regarding the law 
school and the world. Of course, these views do not reflect the views of anyone but me, 

Darrell E. Graham. 


A 


Wash U: number 37 (or is it really 31?). Now let's hear the spinmeister, Dean Smith, put a line 

on this one. "Ahhh.Ahhh.; wait until next year when the new building is factored 

in! I really think that the building will make a difference." Yeah, it might, but will more than 
forty recruiters show up? 

Mayor Bosley: fire your campaign manager. You campaign was simply pathetic. 

"Something's wrong." 

Alan Greenspan: stop pontificating about the stock market. With all due respect, be quiet. 

Let the thing go. If a correction is needed, it will in due time. Until then, let 'er rip. 


Stock Market at the end of 1997: 7683. 


California Bears: NCAA basketball champions. 
Don Nelson: Idiot! 


Those of you who remember Star Wars and The Empire Strikes Back when they were 
originally released: Boy are we getting old? Twenty years ago. 

President Clinton: I feel your pain. 

O. J.; did you ever imagine that your uniform number would closely match - in the millions -- 
that of your dastardly deeds? Show THEM the money! 

Clarence Harmon: You frequently remarked that you don't just talk inclusion, but live it-l'm 
interested in how your administration will look. 

Has anyone heard from Newt? Where is he? 

What about Rush Limbaugh'^ Andy Warhol was right. Rush's fifteen minutes have been 
exhausted. 


Mayor Rudy Guiliani of New York: What a babe! You took cross-dressing to another level 
Now let's put cross-dressing back where it was a few years ago-out of the public eye, and only 
for those who wish to do it.or, pay to see it. 

Professor David M. Becker. Simply the best!! 

Professor Kimberly J. Norwood: Excellence. Thanks for everything. 

Playah Haytahs or Player Haters (for the Ebonically-challenged). Stop PHing. It's been a 
year; you know who you are. 

David Harris: Thanks for making OUR job easy. Much love! 




Martin Lawrence; Show Gina the Money! 

Professor Porter: Class Act! 

I wonder if Professor Brickey taught Professor Wexler how to smile. The smiles are identical 
and appear effortlessly. Are they genuine or are they fake? I think the former. Keep on 
smiling! 

Professor LaPierre: You da' man! 

Why is it that the number one ranked law school in Missouri, on the eastern side of the state, 
in the central part of the eastern side, on the western part of the Mississippi river, and in the St, 
Louis city limits doesn't have newspaper racks so that its highly sought after students can read 
the Post-Dispatch, New York Times, Wall Street Journal, or USA Today? I'll bet you the 
number one ranked law school on Lindell Blvd., closest to Flaco Taco does. 

Naves; law review members who can access the library through the secured doors on virtually 
every floor. Have nots people like myself who have to meander up the stairs to the fourth 
floor and then to wherever you happen to be going. Status does have its privileges. 

Professor Drobak; You know Antitrust better than I know antitrust. However, I do know that 
You da' man! 

The next SBA president; OK I know it will be Rueben unless there is election fraud, which can 
never happen at Wash U: please get rid of coffee week! Be more visible, not in presence, but 
in events that are "material" to the law school. Take us where no SBA president has gone 
before. Take us anywhere but the status quo. I ain't PHing. Good luck bro'. 

Rodney Perry. Hard v/ork does pay off. Congrats. Way to handle yo'bidness!! 

Steve "Stevo" Johnston; Did you know that Ken Starr was.eccentric-to say the 

least? Did he act this way at Kirkland? I think you will succeed him at Pepperdine. Surf's up. 
Dude! 

Did anyone ever stop to ask themselves if Professor Levin was really Bill Gates.hmmm. 

Devil's Advocate; \NE LOVE YOU, MAN!!!!! 

To all graduating 3Ls: In all sincerity, good luck in your future endeavors and you are all to be 
commended for achieving something that we all aspire to achieve. We often joke about this 
place and law school in general, but actually graduating is a tremendous accomplishment. My 
hat is off to all of you 

Throw away the negative attitudes and enjoy life. Spring is here and a lot of work has to be 
done this summer. Good luck to all and I look forward to next year. 
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